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drew out the calf-bound volume on which was
stamped in gold letters: PRIVATE LEDGER, GRASS-
LEYES ESTATE. Granet, who had returned to the
little bureau for a moment, reappeared with brown
paper, string and sealing wax. Between them the
two men wrapped up the volume, tied it with the
string and sealed it in four different places. Granet
addressed it at Clunderson's dictation.
"I shall now," the lawyer said, "go down to Nice
and deposit this at the bank. The key, as you see,
is attached to the back of the ledger. When you are
going thoroughly into your accounts, Miss Grass-
leyes, we shall need it, of course, for other reasons,
but I think that we all have the same idea. We
must get rid of it so long as Mr. Spenser is hanging
round all the time."
"I cannot tell you," Jane said, "what a relief it
will be to me to know that it is no longer in the
house. I will order the car for you whenever you
say."
"Now," Clunderson decided.
The lawyer made his way to the next room where
he collected his hat and his sun umbrella. Jane and
Granet accompanied him to the front door-and
watched him take his place in the limousine with
the parcel under his arm.
"From here to the bank," he announced. "After-
wards a stroll along the Promenade des Anglais.
Shall I come back to lunch, Miss Jane,"or would
you rather give the housekeeping a rest?"
tcDo come back/* she begged. **If you come I will
press Mr. Granet to stay, too,**